in Pera, if it is noisy, brutal, objectionable. Pera lias
all that is odious of the Levant: impudence, ostenta-
tion, slyness, indelicacy, uproar, a glittering- com-
monness. It is like a blazing" ring" of imitation
diamonds squeezing a fat and dirty finger. But it is
wonderfully interesting simply because of the vari-
ety of human types one sees there. The strange
thing is that this multitude of types from all over the
East and from all the nations of Europe is reduced,
as it were, by Pera to a common, a very common,
denominator. The influence of place seems fata!
there.

Stamboul is a city of wood and of marble, of
dusty, frail houses that look as if they had been run
up in a night and might tumble to pieces at any mo-
ment, and of magnificent mosques, centuries old,
solid, huge, superb, great monuments of the sultans,
The fire-tower of Galata looks toward the fire-tower
of Stamboul across a forest of masts; but no watch-
fulness, no swiftness of action, can prevent flames
from continually sweeping through Stamboult leav-
ing waste places behind them, but dying at the feet
of the mosques. As one looks at Stamboul from the
heights of Pera, it rises on its hills across the water,
beyond the sea of the Golden Horn, like a wonderful
garden city, warm, almost ruddy, full of autumnal
beauty, with its red-brown roofs and its trees- And
out of its rich-toned rusticity the mosques heave
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